

The Tragedy of Hamlet • ' > 

P olo, Giue firft admittance to th’embafudors, 

My newes fliall the frute to thac great feaft, > . y 

King. Thy felfcdoe grace to them, and bring them in. 

He tells me’frty decrees tyertmd he hath found 
The head and fourcc of a'i your fonnes diftemper. 

Quee.X doubt it is.no ottter but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our iiafty tnaniage, 

t aiidvv & oV Hjw “MT iiji- 7 uirx > 

Enter Etnbaffadorf.'^ 

King. Well, we ft?all fift him, welcome my good friends, 

Say ZJoltsmand , what from our brother Norway} 

Volte. Moll faire rcturne of greetings and defiresj 
Vpon our firlljhcfeftt out to fupprefte 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gainft ihe Tollacke, 

But better lookc into,he truly found 
It was againfl your highnefle, whereat greeu’d 
That fo his fickrufle,age,and impotence 
W as falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Forienbrajfe >vv\\\ch he in breeft obeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vnclcyreuer more L 

To glue ih affay of Armes agair.ft your Maiefty: 

Whereon old Norway ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him threcfcore thoufand cro wnes in anuall fee, 

And hiscoftimiflion to imploy thofe (buldicrs, 

Soleuied(as before)againft the Vollacke , 

With an entreaty herein further ilione, 

That it might plcafe vou.to giue quiet pafTe 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 
As therein are fet downc. 

King. It likes vs well. 

And at our mot e confidered time,wee’le read, 

Anfwer,and thinke vpon this bufines: 

Meane time, we th.lnke you for your well tookc labour, 

Goe to your reft, at night wcele feaft together, 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajfadors. 

P vl. This bufines is well ended. 

My 


Prime of Deumarke. 

My Liege and Maddam, to expoftulatc 
V^hat maiefty fhould be, whac ducty is, 

VVhy day is day, night night, and lime is time* 

Were nothing buc to wart night, day, and time* 

Therefore breuity is the foule of wit, 

And tedioufncs the limmes and outward florilheSo* 

1 will be breefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnes, 

What irt but to be nothing elfe but mad? 

But let that goe. 

Qttet. More matter with leffe art. 

TV, Maddam, I fweare I vfe no ait at all. 

That hee’s mad tis true, tis true, tis piety. 

And pitty tis^tismie, a fojohlh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will yfe no art, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remained 
That wee find out the caufe of this effeft. 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defeft 
For this effefi dcfecfiue cqjj^s by caufe : 

Thus it rcnfiaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

I haue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine. 

Who in her duety and obedienc£,.marke. 

Hath giuen me this, ncyvv gather ;mdfurmife, f , t v 
Tothe Celeftiallan d my fo vies J do /, the mofi befifi* 
tfied Ophelia, that s an ill phrafe y a vile fhrafiy 
beautified is a vile phrafe , bitty on fhall he Are : thus 
in her excellent white bofomc , thefe <$;c+ 

Q ii.ee> Game this from Hamlet 10 her ? 

VoL Good Maddam flay awhile, I will be faithful!, 

Douh thou the (la res are fire , Letter . 

Doubt that the $m>ie doth mooue 7 
Doubt? truth to be a lyer 7 
But nener doubt / lone. 

O decre Ophelia , I am ill at thefe numbers, I haue not art to rec- 
ken my groanes , but that I loue thee beft, Oh moft beft be- 
leeue it! adew. Thine euermore moft deare Lady^ whilft this 
machine is to him. 

TV. This in obedience hath my daughter * 

Andmore about hath his folicitin^s 
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